270       To the Countess of Upper Ossory      [irrs

in your park-keeper's book. Yes, in spite of your Ladyship's
low-spirited mood, you are coming from Ampthill, and you
are to be at Strawberry Hill to-morrow se'nnight. You
may not be in the secret, but Lord Ossory and I have
settled it, and you are to be pawned to me while he is at
Newmarket. He told me you certainly would if I asked it,
and as they used to say in ancient writ, I do beg it upon the
knees of my heart. Nay, it is unavoidable ; for though
a lady's word may be ever so crackable, you cannot have
the conscience to break your husband's word, so I depend
upon it. I have asked Mr. Crawfurd to meet you, but
begged he would refuse me, that I might be sure of his
coming. Mrs. Meynel has taken another year's lease of heir
house, so you, probably, Madam, will not be tired of me
for the live-long day for the whole time you shall honour
my mansion. Your face will be weU and your fever gone
a week before to-morrow se'nnight, and you will look
as well as ever you did in your life, that is, as you have
done lately, which is better than ever you did before. You
must not, in truth, expect that I your shepherd should
be quite so fit to figure in a fan mount. Besides the gout
for six months, which makes some flaws in the bloom
of elderly Arcadians, I have been so far from keeping sheep
for the last ten days, that I have kept nothing but bad
hours; and have been such a rake that I put myself in mind
of a poor old cripple that I saw formerly at Hogarth's
auction: he bid for the 'Kake's Progress/ saying, *I will
buy my own progress,' though he looked as if he had no
more title to it than I have, but by limping and sitting up.
In short, I have been at four balls since yesterday se'nnight,
though I had the prudence not to stay supper at Lord
Stanley's, That festival was very expensive, for it is the
fashion now to make romances rather than balls. In the
hall was a band of French horns and clarionets in laced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